lesson three 


Author: vodkagan 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Mar 07 2020 10:27:18 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


one 


Author's Notes: 
5k words of nothing but porn © 


Duff's always kind of known that Axl is strange. 


Not strange as in, like, he drinks soup in coffee cups or dances around his room singing into a hairbrush when 


he thinks nobody's looking (which Duff is pretty sure he does anyway), but more along the lines of.. 

The.. sorta shit he gets up to behind closed doors? Behind the scenes? When he's left to his own devices? 

He's talking bedroom antics. Fornication. Copulation. S-e-x. 

And, okay, sure- it wasn't hard to guess when the man's strutting around in assless chaps and thongs with 
shiny red ball gags hanging loose around the pale curve of his neck, but Duff's never paid much mind to it 


until it was brought up one night over a round of beers after a particularly distracting performance. Axl had 


played the entire show in nothing but pussy shorts with his hair tied back in a loose ponytail, and he was 


holding this thing that had tons of skinny little leather strips dangling from the end of it like a duster, or 


something- 


"Bondage," Slash had stated matter-of-factly, drunk and covered in a sheen of body glitter. Duff watched as 
the frazzle-haired guitarist swayed unsteadily in his seat, slightly worried that he was about to topple over 
face first and kiss the concrete. "It's called a flogger, by the way." 


"Bondage?" 


"Without a doubt" Slash nodded, lips clumsily seeking out the straw of his drink. Duff pursed his own in 
thought, leaning harder into the hand that propped his chin up on the table. 


"But how do you know for sure?" He'd asked skeptically. 


Slash snorted, rolling his eyes. "Because it's Axi" he'd explained, like it really was just that simple, "would it 
surprise you if he actually was into getting tied up ‘n stuff? You've met the guy, haven't you?" 


And yes, of course Duff's met Axl, what a stupid question to ask. He'd grunted at that, ordering another dozen 
beers and drinking himself into a stupor for the rest of the night so he could forget the mental images of Axl 
strapped to a bedframe, strapped to a wall, strapped to any applicable area of the blonde's own choosing. It 

didn't work as well as one might expect, but that's a given considering just how fucking bad Duff has it for the 


poor guy. 


Initially, it seemed like it was just another stage get-up at the time... since, well, Axl has quite a lot of those, 
and they all pertain to what particular mood he's feeling that day. The chaps and the thongs are.. a statement, 
maybe? Fuck, he doesn't know. He supports it regardless, though, because the only thing better than Ax in 
his own right opinion- is Ax/ wearing minimal clothing Or nothing. Preferably nothing. 


Duff likes Axl. 
Duff likes Axl a lot 


And maybe it wouldn't have been as much of a problem as it was if Axl hadn't been aware of that fact, but 
he is. He is, and it's so fucking awkward becouse Duff is always staring at the redhead while they're going 
through the motions on stage, and just when he thinks he's had his fill and he's ready to glance away, Axl is 
turning to fix him with a look, a bemused expression, a slight quirk of the eyebrow as he parts his lips to belt 
out- 


you know where you are? 


-and cause Duff to slip up on a few basslines, cursing, fingers fumbling all over his frets like a goddamn fool. 


The singer would sashay over, run a fleeting hand down length of Duff's spine as he invites him to join in with 
the chorus of whatever song they'd be playing next, and Jesus fucking Christ- his fingers would linger on the 
small of Duff's back every fucking time, drumming there playfully before he pulls away again and saunters off 
like nothing just conspired between the two of them in (relative) privacy. 


Axl thinks its funny. 

Duff doesn't; especially when he’s the one who has to walk around with a boner of biblical proportions for the 
remainder of the show and however long after (which differs heavily from situation to situation) - adjusting 
and readjusting his pants to try and ease the intolerable discomfort. 

Axl knows He's never asked, because he's never really needed to. 

Which makes interaction of any and all kinds incredibly fucking painful to endure - especially days like today, 
where Axl thinks its a great idea to wear those chaps and that thong with the matching ball gag to boot; hair 


teased high, wrists covered in bracelets and.. god, what were those? Restraints? 


Duff moans miserably in real time, taking a sad, woeful bite out of his everything bagel. Usually he's neck-deep 
in all the complimentary snacks and shit the venue supplies him by now, but all he can think of is Ax/- 


wrists bound, splayed over a king-sized bed with his vision obscured by a sik scarf or something of the sort 


-and his guts are in a twist; nervous energy thrumming thick through his veins and forcing his hands to shake 


without his consent. 


He chases the dry bread with a swig of his cocktail and leans heavily against the armrest of his dressing 


room's sofa, burning holes in the door with his thousand-yard stare. 

He hadn't looked at Axl this time on stage. He did his very best not to. In turn, Axl didn't tease him or touch 
him or give him a reason to get hard in front of hundreds of people; which would have been great... had he not 
already been stiff as a piece of driftwood since the start of the goddamn gig. Those chaps- 


It has to end, he thinks sourly, swirling the contents of his cup. 


Today. 


He's going to tell Axl to fuck off. 
He's going to tell Axl to put some decent fucking clothes on. 
He's.. he's going to drink more vodka and orange juice first, though. Liquid courage and all that. 


Nodding to himself in resolution, Duff stands back up to pour himself another screwdriver. 


Six mixed drinks (mixed being 10% juice, 410% alcohol) in such quick succession might have been overkill. 


Duff finds that after the fourth, he's feeling pretty care-free. The fifth, he's totally shameless when he 
thinks about bending Axl over the nearest available surface and really letting him have a piece of his mind. The 
sixth, and he's already out of his room, confidently stumbling down the hallway and bumping into random 
passerbys as he squints, trying to read each door's individual plackard. 


He's found Slash's. Steven's. Maybe Izzy's, though Izzy likes to rip his off of his door to make good and well 


that nobody pesters him after a performance, so Duff isn't really sure. 
By the time he's eventually found Axl's room - far away from the rest of theirs, that pompous dickhead - 
Duff's resolve has dwindled a fair bit; leaving him filled with slight trepidation as he hover-hands the doorknob 


like a complete, utter melvin. 


Fuck, he didn't get this white girl wasted for nothing. Now or never. Now, or spend the rest of his musical 


career hiding erections behind his bass guitar. 


Wincing at that thought, Duff reaches for it again, only to change his decision at the last second and knocks 
instead. 


Still progress, he thinks. Still development. 


‘Its open!" Someone calls from within- except Duff already knows that ‘someone’ is Axl, and oddly enough, he 
sort of feels like throwing up that bagel from earlier. 


He turns the knob and pushes his way inside, regardless. 

Axls there, looking like a god with a towel wrapped around his shoulders, sat atop his vanity with a Coke held 
up to his lips. He glances over, presumably from the posters on the wall, to get a good look at whoever it was 
barging in on his personal time to unwind from the show- 


And then he cracks a small grin behind the soda can, green eyes locking on to Duff's slack-jawed expression 


"Well if it isn't the king of beers himself," Axl drawls, and Duff notes the way his voice is raspy, like it always 


is after he sings a lung out. "To what do | owe the pleasure?" 
Duff blinks. Frowns. "I came to- | wanna talk Need to talk to you." 

Axl quirks a brow. "About?" 

"God, just... your outfit for starters? The one you're wearing right now?" 


Seemingly puzzled, Axl sets his drink down on the vanity next to his hip. "O-kay," he says, dragging the word 


out real slow, "what's wrong with it?" 

Duff wants to say that it's weird. It shouldn't be the band's image. Duff wants a more punk rock-esque look to 
suit their style, and Axl was tarnishing it with his.. fuck, with his legs all bare like that, and his ass, and his 
chest- 

No way was Duff the only one getting distracted by this. No fucking way. 


He opens his mouth, ready to tell the redhead he should lay off the porno costumes so Guns can be taken a 


little more seriously in the public eye- 


-but immediately his fuzzy thoughts do exactly what he's been wanting them to do for ages instead, coaxing 
his inner curiosity to the forefront of his mind and to the very tip of his tongue. 


"What is it?" He blurts. 
Axl stares at him, looking just as surprised as he feels. "What is what?" He asks. 
"This! The, the fuckin’. name, or whatever. What would you even call this style, man?" 


At that, Axl seems to regain his posture. He smiles like the devil himself and leans back on his palms, legs 
twitching open just enough to register in Duff's awareness. 


Duff tries not to let himself acknowledge that little detail. He tries so, so hard. 


"Why?" Axl asks. "Does it bother you, or something?” 
Yes. Sort of. Duff shakes his head ‘no,’ though, and Axl's grin widens further. 
| can't believe you don't already know. Thats some kiddie shit if I've ever heard it, D" 


Duff's front begins to crack even more, and he uncomfortably shifts his weight from foot-to-foot. "Axl c'mon, 
d- please don't talk to me like I'm fifteen" 


"| dunno," Axl says flippantly. He shrugs his shoulders, blowing a few wild strands of hair out of his face with a 
quick puff of air. "| was going for something kinky, but | don't have all the right shit for it yet. Just got my 
flogger the other day." 


Flogger, Duff thinks, having a mental revelation So if the thing Slash said about it being a flogger was true, 
then. 


"Bondage?" Duff asks, unsteadily meeting his singer's gaze. 
Axl really has no business looking that fucking innocent. 


"Maybe?" he replies, and then his legs spread even more, head tilting to the side as he examines the blonde's 


rigid stance in the doorway. "Interested in learning more about it, Mckagan?" 
Oh Jesus jumpingjack Christ: 
Duff doesn't answer, but that's fine, because what he doesn't say with his words.. 


"Of course you are," Axl laughs, incredibly perceptive. He crooks a finger towards himself. "Get your ass over 
here, then" 


Timidly, Duff closes the door and starts drawing closer. Axl sizes him up like an apex predator all the while; 
and when he's within arm's reach the redhead is pulling him in by wrapping a warm hand around his wrist, 


bare calves rising up to hook loosely around his waist. 

Duff inhales sharp at the sudden closure in proximity. "Um, Axl-" 

"Shut up," Axl whispers. Duff nearly jumps out of his skin when he feels Axl shift forward a little more from 
where he's seated on the table, and then their hips are pressing flush, and fuck fuck fuck there's no way Axl 
can't feel that- "God, if | knew all it'd take was a litte leather codpiece and no pants to get you this worked up, 


| would've worn this shit ages ago." 


Stunned, Duff can't do much more than stare. "Huh?" 


"You've wanted this long enough, right?" Axl smiles, all sweet and soft, and yeah- Duff's already been aware 


that Ax/s been aware of his attraction for a long, long time. "| was wondering how long itd take you." 
"You're a douchebag, dude." 


Axl chuckles, fingertips teasing at the hem of Duffs tank top. "Sometimes. Today I'm a teacher, though. You 


ready for your first lesson?" 


It doesn't matter what Duff was going to respond with, regardless. Axl's lips slant over his before he can even 
think of retorting; a slick tongue tracing the closed seam of his lips and holy shit is Duff parting them eagerly 
from the get-go, leaning hard into Axl's space. 


Axl takes the lead from there; warm muscle slipping inside of his mouth to trace leisurely at his teeth, his 
gums, his own stagnant tongue - and it isn't until the blonde is hesitantly licking back that Axl seems to melt 
against him like a stick of butter in the microwave, hands slipping up Duffs shirt to paw at his chest. Axl's 
hips roll ever so slightly all the while, and Duff goes on autopilot before he can even think about stopping 
himself; hands darting down to grab at Axl's waist and crush him tight against the apex of his thighs, bucking 


even harder against him in response. 
Axl gasps into the kiss, and Duff takes the opportunity to explore Ais mouth instead. 


Cherry Coke, cigarettes, something menthol-y like spearmint gum. Axl tastes good, fucking fantastic and it 
prompts Duff to snap his hips forward again out of pure instinct, cock digging hard into the crux of Axl's right 
hip, brushing against a matching hardness that has him seeing stars. 


"Duff," Axl pants, voice strained, and Duff is proud that he's got the power to instill that kind of reaction, "hold 
on, Duff-" 


The hands pressing against his chest suddenly retract and flutter to grasp at Duff's shoulders instead, and in 
a bout of courage (or stupidity) Duff wrangles both of them with his own; transfering Axl's wrists to one 
hand so that he can roughly push them above his head and against the vanity mirror. Axl startles. 

| know how bondage works, Ax," Duff breathes. He migrates from the ginger’s swollen lips to the stretch of 
his marble neck instead, and when he latches on he bites down rough; reveling in the squeal he illicits, Axl's lithe 
body arching up in the space below his. 

"Jesus fuck, Duff," Axl grits, and he sounds almost incredulous, his fingers flexing beneath Duff's palm. 

"Bad?" Duff asks. 


"No," the redhead says, tilting his head to expose more of his throat, "do it again" 


Duff hesitates, an idea coming to surface. fire, he's playing with fire. He mulls it over briefly, before deciding 
to throw three sheets to the wind. "Do it again’, what?" 


Axl blinks, meeting Duff's gaze. His chest rises and falls heavily as he thinks, expression reading uncertainty. 


"What?" 
"What do we say when we want something?" 
Axl's eyes flash dangerously, but he keeps his tone even when he hisses out a clipped, "fuck off". 


Duff chuckles slightly, cheeks feeling warm. He's getting a little nervous now, but he's already come this far. 
His cock is fucking aching and Axl hasn't pummeled him into a paste quite just yet. 


"You're bad at this whole slaves and masters thing, dude. Why wear the part if you can't act it?" Duff tsks, 


making Axl's lip curl. "One more time. ‘Do it again’, what” 


They sit in silence for a moment, the only sounds being their labored breaths as they continue to watch each 
other from a short distance. Axl's sneer softens as the second tick by, though, and eventually he's squirming; 
attempting to grind against Duff to spur him back into motion again. 


"Come on," Axl mumbles, brow furrowed slightly, "do it again, please, you fuckin’ asshole." 


Duff smiles at that, craning his head down to slide the flat of his tongue along Axl's pulse point. He feels the 


man shiver beneath him, tendons tensing in the shapes of his wrists. 


"Almost," he whispers, his breath fanning cool as it flickers over the wet trail. Axl whimpers at that, he 
fucking whimpers, and before Duff knows it the singer is giving in; letting out a defeated "Duff, please" that has 
him doing somersaults in his own mind (and pants, definitely his pants too). 


He returns to the spot, sinks his teeth in without hesitation Axl cries out and bows up again, and the legs 
hooked around his waist squeeze down with such force that Duff has to make an effort in keeping himself 
upright, his free hand clamping hard over Axl's hip once more. 


From there, Duff applies a gentle suction to counteract the harshness of his bite. He hums as he feels Axl 
tense and writhe against him, grinding hard, pulling full fledged moans from his singer's throat. 


Slow and diligent, Duff moves to another unmarked patch of skin once he's done with the first, painting the pale 
canvas in various shades of pink, red and purple. His hand slides from hip to ass to thigh, all the way back 


down to ass again, and just when he's about to heft Axl up and carry him over to the couch- 


Something cold and smooth is pressing against his roaming fingers, halting his assault on Axl's neck and 


prompting him glance down in confusion. 


Somehow, one of Axl's hands managed to slip loose without Duff's notice, and he'd used the freedom to grab 
his flogger from seemingly out of nowhere. Duff blinks at it dumbly, slowly relinquishing his hold on the 
redhead's other wrist so he can take it. 


"Uh..." 


Axl huffs out a breathless little laugh. "Lesson two," he says, wiggling his eyebrows. Duff squawks indignantly, 
leaning back on his heels, and Axl loosens his hold on the blonde's hips - but only by a little. 


"Axl," Duff starts, eyes wide and anxious, "I've I've never-" 
"Aw, don't tell me you're about to pussy out now. You were doing so welll" 


Feeling timorous, Duff's face ignites in an itchy flush as he moves to step further away, one hand rising up to 
smooth down the back of his neck 


"Sorry, man, | don't think | can.. you know." He gestures towards the whip, smiling sheepishly when Axl pouts. 
"You're getting a shitty grade for this," the redhead grouses, and Duff relaxes slightly at his playful tone. 

"Is there any way | can make it up to you, teach?" 

Axl pauses, eyeing Duff up and down for a moment. He taps the handle of the flogger against his bottom lip as 
he considers Duff's words, only to break out into a smirk seconds later at some unspoken idea Duff is 
completely oblivious to. 

"Yeah," he murmurs with a nod, "there's some other shit we can try." 

Duff tilts his head, regarding him warily. "Yeah?" 

"Uh huh. Tell me what you want me to do." 


"Um." Duff blinks. "Pardon?" 


Axl rolls his eyes, pushing himself up and off of the vanity. "Boss me around," he says stepping closer, gazing 
up at Duff from beneath a fan of blonde lashes. "This is the one and only time I'll let you do it.” 


Duff exhales shakily. Okay- this was a lot of pressure. What is he even supposed to..? 


"Do l.. Do | just-?" 


"You can't possibly tell me there's nothing you want me to do to you. | mean, with the way you fuckin’ stare at 
me on stage | figured-" 


Duff scowls. "Alright, alright, shut up. Down on your knees then, please.” 


Axl smirks, doing the complete opposite and placing his hands against Duff's stomach. "What's with the 


pleasantries, Mckagan?" 


Irritation bubbling beneath the surface, Duff grabs at Axl's arm and abruptly flips their positions, walking 
backwards with the redhead in tow until he can feel the vanity digging into the backs of his thighs. Axl's doe- 
eyed expression suggests that he wasn't expecting any of that, which is good, because Duff's just about had it 


with his shit-eating demeanor. 
"Kneel," he snaps. 


Axl surprises him by obeying almost immediately, sinking to the floor in one fluid motion. He gazes up at Duff 
expectantly with his hands cradled in his lap, and Duff doesn't need any more instruction 


"Take them off," he tells him shakily. Axl's hands move to the button of Duff's jeans, making quick work of it. 
He tugs the zipper down next, and Duff lifts his hips a bit to help slide the tight material down his legs. They 


reach about midthigh before Duff is stopping him with a loud ah; and at that Axl pulls back, fingers resting 
over the tops of Duff's knees as he waits. 


"There is good," Duff sighs. "Underwear too." 

Axl hooks his thumb into the waistband of Duff's boxers without hesitation, and just like that he's springing 
free from his cotton-and-denim prison, cock poised right below the redhead's lips as he tilts his head down to 
get a better look at it. 


Duff's face is burning 


"Praise me," Axl mumbles, still staring at Duff's dick He clears his throat quietly, reaching out to card his 
fingers through Axl's fringe. 


"That's- you're doing good, Ax," Duff stammers, feeling bashful. "Do you.. um. Do you want to..2" 

"Tell me what to do." 

Duff sucks a breath in through his teeth, hand sliding from Axl's bangs to the messier tangle of his hair 
instead. His other one rises up to cup at his jaw, thumb jamming into the corner of his mouth. "Open," he says, 
and then Axl does, and then- 


God, he's sliding inside- 


"Shit" Duff wheezes, folding over like a lawn chair. Both hands are in Axl's hair now, gripping tight as the 


redhead wraps his around the tip and rolls his tongue over the swell of it - and Duff shudders hard, hips 
jerking forwards before he can think about holding himself still. 


He freezes. Glances down. Axl watches him through a thin film of tears, eyes half lidded as he remains 


perched between Duff's thighs. 

"You alright?" He asks quietly. Axl nods. "Okay... okay, good." 

Duff starts slow. 

~ Okay, he fries to start slow. 

The initial roll of his hips was met with Axl's apparent enthusiasm, both hands propped up on either of Duff's 
legs for leverage. As they find a proper pace to settle on (which isn't particularly the slowes?), one eventually 
migrates to wrap around base of his cock to keep the blonde from slipping in too deep, but with the way 


things are escalating quickly, Duff finds he doesn't like that. 


"No," he says, smacking Axl's grip away. The redhead glances up at him accusingly, and he sucks his bottom lip 
between his teeth. "Relax your throat.” 


Axls eyes widen slightly, but he relents almost as quickly as Duff tells him to. In turn, Duff tightens his grip 


on the singer's head and nudges him further down between his thighs; feeling himself slide more and more into 


the constricting heat of Axl's throat. 
Axl chokes quietly, earning a soothing hush from the blonde. 


“That's it," Duff sighs. "All the way, Ax, c'mon" He pushes a little harder, getting nothing but a slight whine and 


a weak shove at his knee. 


Exercising authority, Duff thinks with a slight cringe. God, he hopes he doesn't end up in a body bag once 
everything is said and done with. 


"All the way," he repeats sternly, and the next time he tugs down, Axl follows the motion without resistance. 
Fucking hell. “That's a good boy." 


The tears are flowing freely at this point, racing down Axls cheeks, and if Duff had even, like, a fraction of the 
mind he usually does, he might've felt bad for making the smaller man cry. Instead, he's admiring the sight; 


cooing, brushing a tender thumb beneath each eye to swipe the wetness away. 


"What a pretty baby," he whispers sweetly, enjoying the vigorous flush that stains the apples of Axl's cheeks. 
"Move, honey. Let's go." 


There really was no self control the moment Axl put his mouth on him. 


At this point, he's not even sure if Axl's putting in the effort to help get him off anymore; not that it 
matters, because he's too far gone to try and wrangle the willpower and sit back long enough to let him. Duff 
ruts up and yanks Axl's head down in the same motion, moaning at the slick glide, chuckling softly at the loud 
squelch it produces in the quiet space of Axl's dressing room. 


"Jesus Christ," Duff utters. 

Axis got his hips in a death grip and he's controlled all the gagging by this point, which is kind of a 
disappointment, but Duff can't linger on it for long. In fact- he can't linger on anything for long, because he's 
flying towards the edge at record speed, guiding Axl's head at a rapid pace and shit shit fuck, where's he 
supposed to shoot his load? 


"Axl," Duff groans, thrusts stuttering and beginning to lose steam, "mmtfuck, l'm-" 


Close, is what he wants to say. Axl seems aware of this, though, because he's waiting, jaw still compliantly held 


open by the thick swell of Duff's cock, and alright - if he's okay with something like that, then so fucking be it. 


Duff drags Axl's head down one, two, three more times before hes abruptly yanking him off of his lap; 
wrapping a tight fist around himself. 


"Keep your mouth open," he growls, and it only takes a handful of strokes before he's there with a hitch in his 


chest, trembling, spine curling ever so slightly as he finally reaches his much needed release. 

What Axl doesn't catch on his tongue he catches with a palm cupped below his chin, the cloudy liquid trickling 
down to pool in the dip of his lower lip. His nose wrinkles slightly, and he glances up at Duff as if asking for 
permission to spit it out. 

Duff almost let's him. 

"Swallow it." 


Almost. 


Axl's gaze hardens again like he wants to punch Duff square in his nuts, but he surprises him by actually 
doing what he's told instead; gulping down the mess of cum in his mouth with a fair amount of effort. 


Probably gross, Duff muses sympathetically. Hot to watch, though, and Axl dd say he could boss him around, 


so it's whatever. 
"Very good," the bassist sighs, going boneless against the vanity. Below him, he feels Axl shift. 


"Duff," he says, and his voice is so shot that it makes Duff want to preen with joy. Is this what proud dads 


feel like when their kids score home runs in the little leagues? 
"Mm?" 
| haven't come yet, fucker," Axl complains, and when Duff peers down he catches nothing but an eyeful of- 


Ah. That's one very prominent dickprint. Can it even be considered a dick print if its already peeking over the 
top of his underwear? 


“Touch yourself," Duff tells him lazily, though the moment Axl slides the thong off he feels anything but tired. 
Thirty seconds, maybe a minute. 

Axl barely has to work himself before he's seizing up with a ragged gasp; pearly ribbons coating the tops of 
his knuckles and staining the carpet beside Duff's shoes. He relaxes after a few little aftershock twitches, and 


when he meets Duffs (admittedly awestruck) gaze, he's giggling 


"God-fucking- damn," the redhead breathes. Duff smiles a little crookedly at him, straightening up so he can 
offer Axl a hand. 


"Did | pass this time?" 

"With flying colors," Axl replies, hoisting himself up with a grunt. He sluggishly reaches down to slip his skimpy 
bottoms back over the curves of his hipbones with his clean hand, then reaches out with the jizz-covered one 
to wipe it down the front of Duff's black shirt. 


Duf yelps, staggering back. "Grody, dude!" He grimaces in disgust, and Axl laughs at his expression 


"Less clothes next time," Axl says, nodding to himself like he was making a mental checklist. "More toys, 


maybe." 


Duff pulls his shirt over his head, wadding it up. "Next time?" He asks, chucking it over onto the- sadly- 


unused sofa. 

"Yeah." Axl smirks, stepping around Duff so he can paw around on the vanity for something. He retrieves a 
crumpled pack of smokes, slotting one between his lips. "Getting a paddle and some riding crops next Saturday, 
if you're interested." 


"What- riding crops?" 


Axl smiles, the picture of childlike innocence. If Duff hadn't seen the man ingest an entire mouthful of spunk 


five minutes ago, he would've never suspected he'd ever done such a thing. 


"So uneducated, Duff. What a real fuckin’ shame nobody's been teaching you this shit" 


Duff goes red in the ears at that, about to open his mouth and maybe call Axl a weirdo, or a freak, or... or 


something else he's always suspected the man to be- 


-but before he can get to words out, Axl is sidling right up against his chest again; blowing a cloud of smoke 
directly into his face. Duff coughs, pulling back to fan the air with watery eyes. 


"You're lucky | like you," Axl teases, pressing a chaste kiss to Duff's cheek. He snatches a pile of folded clothes 
off of the coffee table that's centered in the middle of the room, and he casts Duff one more look over his 
shoulder; still grinning like the adorably infuriating little shit he is. "Lesson three this weekend?" 

Duff blinks. Bites his tongue and, despite himself, nods slowly at the offer. 


He'd love nothing more than that. 


With another snicker, Axl is out the door and presumably on his way to where the showers are located, but 


Duff's too shell-shocked- and fpsy- to think about chasing after him right now. 


He collapses against Axl's vanity chair in a heap, only realizing that he hasn't even tucked himself back in yet 


once his bare ass connects with the cold plastic. 


Lifting his hand, Duff presses his fingertips to the spot where Axl had kissed him, the skin still tingling and 


warm. 
Strange might be an understatement. 


Axl's fucking wild 


